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‘When I met her on the steamer

OHIO.

. I'met the Cure one evening as I was

home from the wood, where
I had been sketching. The fine old man
was standing on the doorstep of his
presbytere, toward the sea,
which at that moment was glorious bé-
neath the setting sun. I bowed to him

asl s for his presence had always
: me with sympathy and respect,
1 knew how much this tribute

from a foreigner would gratify a mem-
ber'of that class, which the Republican
Government is bringing into disrespect
by comnstant persecutions.
Me returned my salute with such
that 1 took the oppor-
tunity, which I had long desired, of
3 to him. ,
; “'A lovely sight, Monsieur le Cure,”
- X said, pointing to the sea.
“It is, indeed, mousieur,”
swered, without looking round.
- After awhile he added: “It is such
sights that reconcile one to this earth.
And yet, I do not know; one has al-
- ways the bitter certainty ﬂ:nmrymn
:::* might will come, and all will be

“And, en attendant,” I said, trying
to away his evident melancholy,
. “if Ido not get home soon the night
- and her darkness will come most cer-

he an-

¢ ,"" said the cure,
*there is no hurry. I heard from the
village people that monsiemr had ex-
pressed the desire to visit our church.
There is, indeed, little to see, but if—"

*I should be most delightod,"” I an-
swored.

“I will get the key," said he, leading
me into his simple parlor, and bidding
me sit dowa whilst he went up-stairs
to feteh it. .

The room was one of the poorest in
point of decoration and furniture that

had T.i:;uy house in the village;

yet was one object which by
its great beauty compensated for all
the nnlyveliness of the rest. It was
the pictore of a young woman, painted
in oils, and signed by a painter who
gbout thirty yeam ago had been at the
summit of his art. The gix] represent-
ed was most lovely, and it seemed to
me that her face was one which had
‘been the medel of many other artists
as famous as the one who had painted
this portrait. A rvoyally feminine facs,
und here clothed with that expression
of timidity, blushing and afraid, which
in some women is so sweet and so
strongly appeals to all that is noblest
and most manly in man.

This was my first impression; but, as
1 Jooked at it longer, the timidity, from
being subjective merely, seemed to
grow objective. It was not o timid
givl, it was a givl afraid. Her eyes
gcomed to look with horror—for, on
still closer observation, the fear grew

~into horror—on something that was not

in the pivture. How could

ERIIES ‘e, sesing that those fear-full eyes

were looking out of the plan, straight
over my head, who stood facing her, at
the wall behind me? The picture was
by far too fine & work of ‘art for one to
suppose that any attempt had been
made to enhance its interest by an ex-
triordinary and theatrical mise-en-
soone, and I felt it would be an insult
to the great painter to turn round and
son if any thing was visible to explain
the of those eyes. More-
over it was the expression that held me,
not the reason thereof. I am not of
those who seek in every picture an
illustration.

I had stood before it some time, sadly
envious of the technique of the depart-
ed hand, and wondering what angel-
hand—the angel Raphael’s, perhaps—
had guided the painter’s fingers when
be had mixed that color of sun-kissed
suburn that sung—and colors sing—
from those clustering curls of hair,
when the Core came back into the
rvoom. I turmed as I heard his step,
and ns I did so my eyes fell on the wall
on which my back had been turned.
Diroctly opposite the picture, and in
* the point of vision of its eyes, hung a

rapier. As I looked closer I saw that
the point of this sword was black—of
that ill-omened black that blood, long
since shed, does tuke. I almost felt
angry. Blood-stained rapier, or chromo-
lithegraph of some hobgoblin, ghoul or
specter, it annoyed me to think that
any one should have ventured, with the
most vulgar taste of melodramatio ef-
fect, to complete what was already so
sublimely and perfectly complete. It
was the act of a bourgeois of the bour-

is, uncasy and disturbed if the

g:':m china statnet of a Wattean shep-

herdess on this side of his Louis XV,

timepiece has not on the yvon side of it,

fronting her, as pendant, a lnguishing

Corrydon.

My annoyance was =o real that I paid
bt listle ntwnlmn to all that the Cure,
who lnd now greatly sunk in my es-

 toem, showed me and 10l me. I
vagueiy remember that he led me
through a churchyard, where, by the
grave of his predecessor, he pointed
out thz plot of ground where he was to
vost himself: that he told me that the
chureh wus many hundred years old,
and hud been, dans le temps, the lodge
of a company of Knights Templar,
whosn bodies lay shronded in stone
sapulehers in a remote part of the cem-
etery. The church was very uninter-
clﬂuﬂ' to me in my preoccupation.

There were some fine Louis X1. candle-

sticke in massive copper on one of the

altars. The Cure had bought them
from a dealer in old metals, to whom
an ignorant colleague had sold them at
the rate of ninepence per pound.

“Then you have =ome 1taste,” I
thought. *But that ouly makes it more
inexcusable.”™

I was examining these candlesticks
when a peasant girl eame up to us, and
with many clumnsy curtesies told AL le
Cure that his supper had been served.
Bhe had a motherly tone with the old
man, this girl of fifteen, and would
not hear of his showing me the vestry.

“That will be for another day,” she
said. *The important thing now is that
M. le Cure should not let that beautiful
trout get cold. One has opened a bottle
of Chablis to drink with it, and there
will be an omelette aux fines herbesand
some peaches in the second service.”

“'She seems a very intelligent child,”™
I said, as I accompanied the Cure to
hisdoor. *“Is ghe your servant?"”

“0, no.” he answered, with a smile.
*That would not be allowed. My serv-
ant is i1l in bed, and this girl is taking
her place. But no, monsieur, Ican not
let you go now. Yon must come in
and share my supper. Jeannette, lay
another cover.”

“«I did that in advanee,” answered
the girl. *“When M. le Cure has visit-
oﬁ_"

“He insists on their becoming his
guests. You are right, and monsieur
sees it."

The trout, perfectly cooked, was firm
and sweet; the Chablis, cool and fra-

nt, with a faint scent of violets,
gleamed like livid gold in my glass;
the table was exqguisitely laid; the sil-
ver, the plate of peaches, the yellow
rose Inid on the white cloth, were very
beautiful to the eye; the Cure, with his
melodions voice full of earessing notes,
charmed my ear, as his anecdotes and
wit delighted my mind. But all these
delights were powerless to distract my
attention from the annoyance I had ex-
perienced. My calm was marred. I
barely listened to my host, yet gave
him enough attention to regret my pre-
occupation. At another time his con-
versation would have charmed me, who
for now many months had heard only
the sordid bargainings of the Norman
peasants in their drawling and inhar-
monious patois. He had been speaking
about the Oxford revival, and had
quoted the Pope’s remarks on the Pusey-
ites, that like bell-ringers they invited
the world to come into Holy Chureh,
byt themselves did not enter it, when,
unable to contain myself any longer, 1
rudely interrupted him, saying: *But
why vulgarize her glorious passion?
Why make her sublime fear paltry and
ridiculous? One annoys the timidity of
children with Dblood-stained rapiers,
skulls, or chromos of ‘Fox's Martyrs."
They can not explain her terror. They
only insult her.”

The Cure smiled, and seemed at once
to understand what it was I was refer-
ring to.

“Your are right, monsieur,"”
“jtis in bad taste.
fault, not mine.”
“Bette,”” he continued, “is my old
servant, the one who is lying ill up-
stairs. Shehas been most faithful and
devoted to me ever since she came to
this place, now twenty years ago. I
used to keep that rapier in my bed-
room, but it was not long before she
found it out, and then she insisted on
hanging it where you saw it. The ar-
rangement has always rather spoiled
my pleasure in the picture, and my rea-
son is the same as yours; butI counld
not find it in my heart to thwart the
good old womau’s wish. She would
have it thus, and would take no contra-
diction on this point.”

“I suppose,” I rejoined, *the good
woman was veted at the sight of the
girl frightened at nothing. The hlood-
stained sword would explain this fear
and make the tablean complete. It is
naturalin a peasant woman. But I
should have been better pleased with
Bette if she had completed itin an-
other way. For instance, if she had
hung opposite those terrified eyesa
pictare of Delacroix or another classic.
That wonld have explained, and charm-
ingly, the horror of a creation of
—'F-“

“You are severs on Delacroix,”
laughed the Cure. *“In my time he
was to us- what Meissonier is to you
to-day."

“May I ask. monsieur,” I said, “if
there is any connection between the
picture and the weapon?"

“A terrible one,” said the Cure.

His tone was so sad and there was
such a sorrowful expression on his face
a8 he answered me that I regretted my
indiscretion and apologized to him
for it.

“It is strange,” he continued, after a
pause, “‘that you should ask me this to-
day, for all this day my thoughts have
been going back to the most terrible
scene of my life. Nay, do not ask my
pardon. Iam glad to speak to you of
it. Silence does not kill a sorrow; it
nurses it—I know it. For thirty years
I have never opened my month, and the
wound in my heart has deepened all
the more. Never, never be reserved in
the troubles of your life. Rather ery
them out aloud on the honse-tops.
Does not a cry relieve a hodily suffer-
ing? Then why shounld not the same
relief be aflorded in the same way to the
tortures of conscience? Ask forsympa-
thy, human sympathy, and, whether
you get it or not, the mere asking will
comfort you. I will tell yon about that
vapier and that picture. My heart has
been very full to-day.”

Then, bending over the

e said:

“That pictare is the portrait of the
only woman I have ever loved, and that
rapier is the sword with which I killed
my dearest friend. The blood on its
point is the blood of the only heart of
man that ever beat in love and sym-
pathy with mine.”

*Ah,”” he continued, **you look sur-
prised. One does not suppose any ro-
mance can be shrined beneath the sou-
tane of a village cure; and, perhaps, to
look at me, I appear the very last man
to have had a drama of so terrible a
kind in my life. Yet, I am told, they
made a very good play of it at one of
the bounlevard theaters in Paris. The
world had the comedy, the tragedy was
for me. It was just, quite just. My
story? O, a common one. He was my
friend, and she, the lovely woman, was
his wifc. We had both paid court to
her, but he had won her. He was
richer than 1. and in France, you know,
that is the first consideration of parents
in giving their daughter. Well, though
I loved her with all my heart, when she
became his wife I was loyal to her as to
him, as a gentleman and his friend.
Of course I sought her society—it avas
natural, was it not, that I should do so?
Il-advised, O, ill-advised—nobeody sges
that better than I do now. ‘But I swear,
if swear I might, that my loyalty to
him and to her never, even in thought,
wavered an instant. The world, the

he said,
But it is Bette's

table to me,

wicked world, thought otherwise; and

.of loyal service and sacrifice I

wicked tongues went wagging. He
was my best friend, and I loved him
like & brother—and all the more dearly
that he was her husband. Yet how
could I act otherwise than I did
when one day, urged on by these
wicked tongues, he rushed up to me
on the boulevard and struck me .in
the face, calling me liar, traitor, cow-
ard? It was done in the eyes of Paris,
and I was hot-blooded in those days.
It was a provocation, a challenge, which
I was forced, as I thought then, to ac-
cept. We fonght next morning in the
Bois des Vincennes It was an acci-
dent—yes, that thrust of mine was an
accident—I shall always say so. He
ran upon my point. I could not help
myself. But O, the horror of that mo-
ment! The artist who painted that
;ortl::it was one of those who took my

aul home. He told me that she looked
thus when she saw. him as [ made him.
As for me, I went for many months a
erazed man. I think it was my great
uncle, the Bishop of T—, who first sug-
gested to me that, if any atonement for
my erime there could be, it would bein
the devotion and service of a lifetime.
I took his advice, for I was weary of the
world, passed through the ordeal of the
noviciate, and was ordained. My uncle
gave me this presbytere, and here I
have lived and worked for thirty years,
humbly, obscurely, and penitently.
have not atoned—no, no, I have not
atoned; but I sometimes think that Paul
knows all now, and—and, perhaps, har
forgiven me. In ever saw her again.
I never heard of her. Is she dead!
Did she mumrry again? Did she, as
some say she intended to do, retire to »
convent? I do not know. I have
never ceased to love her, as I did then,
loyally and devoutly; notas the womap
I had wanted to marry, but as the wife
of my friend, as my dear Paul’s wife.”

I said nothing. I felt sorry now to
have called forth this confession. The
quiet despair of this old man as he told
me the misery of his ruined life was-a
poignant sorfow to the eye and to the
ear. When hw had finished speaking
he sat with his hand covering his eyes.
I fancy there were tears in them. We
were sitting thus in silence in the dark-
ening room when the little maid came
running in.

*“Monsieur le Cure, Monsieur le
Cure!”” she ecried, *“come quickly’
Old Bette is dying. BShe callsfor you.”

“0! do not say that," cried the Cure,
starting to his feet. ‘Do not say that.
My old Bette! My faithful old servant!
No, it can not be thatafter twenty years
am to
lose her now."

“It is very certain, mon pere,” said
the trembling girl, *‘that old Bette is
dying. She says so herself, and I ean
see that she is right, for she looks just
like 1a mere Manon did before she died.
And she begs Monsieur le Cure to come
to her without de

“I come, I come®’ cried the old man
in tones of the doepest anguish. *‘But
a doctor, Jeannette, the doctor! Run
for him. O that is useless, of course.
He lives ten miles away. What shall
we do? What will beaome of us?”

“I have studied medicine,” I said.
“I may be able to be of some assist-
ance. If Monsier le Cure will permit,
I—'"

“Come, comel" he cried, clutching
me by the srm.  *Itis the blessing of
Providence. Is there any thing you
want? It is disease of the heart. No
—then come. But first, Jeanette, ran
up-stairs and see whether momsieur
can enter."

The girl had turned to obey when
through the silence of the house there
rung the awful notes of a dying
woman's voice.

“Raoul, Raoul! where are youPf Je
me meurs, mon ami."’

It was the voice of a high-born lady.
For what reason I know not I turned
toward the picture. It seemed the cry
that should come from those lips. The
Cure had started like a man who is sud-
denly stabbed.

Mon Dien, mon Dien!”
“Whose voice is that?"”

And with this ery he turned toward
the picture.

“Raonl, Raoul! You must come
quickly or it will be too late.”

“It is old Bette that is calling you,
M. le Cure," said Jeannette, pointing
to the room above, *“Itis her voice, is
it not?

‘“Bette's?"” stammered the Cure, *the
old peasant woman's? No, no, no! It
was Mireille's. But—""

“Meanwhile, Monsieur,”" said Jean-
nette, “‘the old woman dies.”

“I go,™” said the Cure.

1 did not follow him; I had zome feel-
ing that there would be something sol-
emn—something sacred was to be re-
vealed in this last interview between
the old Cure and his dying servant. I
knew that, great as may be the devotion
and self-sacrifice of the man, the self-
sacrifice and the devotion of the wo-
man that loves him, or has loved him,
can be immeasurably greater, and I be-
lieved that the Cure would find out
that his lifelong penance had had even
on this earth its passing great reward,
and that the love of the woman he had
worshiped in his youth had been with
him and around him, silent, watchful,
all these years.

“It would have been a splendid de-
votion,” 1 said to myself as I made my
way home, *‘and one possible only in
a woman, to humble herself as he had
humbled bimself—yet lower, to leave
the boudoir of the woman of the wé¢rld
for the kitchen of a village presbytere
—to put off the elegant toilet and to
put on the peasant's gown, ayve, and
more than all this, to live by his side,
unknown to him, respecting hiz loyalty
to the dead—it was sublime.”

A year later 1 visited P aguin,
They told me that the old Cure had
died about two months ago. I saw his
grave in the churchyard, but it was not
in the spot he had laughingly pointed
out to me when he had shown me the
church. I found it hidden away in a
corner, from evhich a splendid view of
the sea could be obtained. There was
another grave by its side, adorned with
a simple white cross, on which was
written the one word, “Mireille.” I
had fashioned forth no untrue romance.
—Robert H. Sherard, in Chicago Tyi-
bune.

he cried.

e

—Tobogganing has many advantages
over roller skating, In the first place,
it costs a great deal more and is a most
charming and effective mode of rellev-
ing an overburdened pockethook. Then,
again, it requires a uniform. A sport
which, like roller skating, does not de-
mand & special costume, can never ob-
tain a permanent popularity. Men and
women like to dress for an occasion. A
toboggan suit is an absolute necessity
if you wish to slide in style.—Chicago
Masl.

———————

It is with a confident nir thata
tramp acks to be permitted to saw wood
for his breakfast at a house which uses
natural gas.— Piltsburgh Chrovicle-Tel-

egraph.

* | what are called ladles.

CARNEGIE AND KRUPP.
Interesting Statistics About Plttsburgh's
Great Lron Manufactories.

Ardrew Carnegie and his partners
pay out more money in wages every
month than Krupp, the celebrated gun-
moker of Essen, Germany, disburses
among his men. Krupp employs 10,000
men and Carnegie's various Pittsburgh
mills are operated by 6,000 men. The
difference in the aggregate of salaries
1a the difference between American
and European pay. The monthly pay-
roll of the Pittsburgh iron master is
over half a millon dollars every month.

Eight of the Carnegie blast furnaces

roduce each day 1,500 tons of metal.

'or making a ton of any kind of metal
it requires four tons of material, con-
sisting of ores, limestone, coke, and in
mill-metal cinder is used, making for
each day 6,000 tons of material han-
dled. Estimating the immense amount
at twenty tons, or 40,000
pounds, to a car, it would re-
juire the use of 300 cars. In addi-
tion to this the firm finishes every day
at least 1,000 tons, requiring fifty cars
more. Besides this, 150 tons of un-
finished old iron and raw steel arve
bandled at Thirty-third street. The
liquid metal, 650 tons daily, handlied at
the steel-rail mill, is transferred in
In making an
estimate fully within bounds it is safe
to eay that 376 cars are required every
day to handle the raw material used by
Carnegie's mill.

Twelve engines, or one locomotive
for every forty cars, each being thirty
feet long, added to the 375 cars, would
make a train of 12,380 feet, or more
than two miles in length. For300days
it would take 111,000 cars. This would
make a train §,380,000 feet long, which
would reach over a distance of 630
wiles—from Columbus to New York.

The plants owned by the Carnegies
cover 200 acres of ground. Upon this
there are laid and maintained thirty-
five miles of tracks, and the firm own
twenty-two locomotives. — Pillsburgh
Commercial-Gazelle.

—An observatory is in building at
Sonnblick,in the Tyrolese Alps,ten thou-
sand feet above the sea, which will be
the highest of the kind in Europe. The
mountain is relatively easy of access
with mines half way up its slopes, and
a wire rope-way in operation leading
up to them. The observatory will be
in telephonic communiecation with the
mines, and thence in telephonic com-
munication with whatever spot it may
be desirable to reach.

—A well-known physician onee sent
his man with a box of pills to a patient,
and a hamper containing sixlive pullets
to be left at the house of a friend. Un-
luckily the messenger bungled over his
errand, and took the hamper to the pa-
tient and the pills to his master’s friend.
Imagine the consternation of the pa-
tient on receiving along with the fowls
the following prescription: *“Two of
these to be swallowed every half-hour.”

—In regard to the chewing-gum, we
do not feel so sure. Besides beinga
practice which is from an msthetic
point of view not to be encouraged, it
is very doubtful whether, under the
most favorable circumstances, it is
really a benefit to digestion; and, until
there is some guaranty as to the com-
position of what is called chewing-gum,
we should hesitate before recommend-
ing it.—Secience.

— & ——————

Invalids' Hotel and Surgioal Institute.

This widely celebrated institution, located
n.Bnﬁuo. Y., anized with a full
staff of ced and
Phnlchnn and surgooun, constituting the

most mm&mta ation of med

mnta lu stamps for the Invalids’ Guide-
). which gives all particn-
lurl. Ad

Wor‘ld's uganury

Tre beautifully variegated rooster is the
crow mo' of the barn-yard.

He Thanks His Paper.

E:jrc for qu, llm disorder and sorof-
ula, snd three bot have cured me, Ao
cept my thanks, Joa. C. Boggs.—Er.

VExIsox is two cents a pound in Idaho,
and deer at that.—Jefferson City Tribune.

A Dose in Time SBaves Nine of Hale’s Hon-
of Horehound and Tar for coughs.
ghe'- Teothache Drops Cure in one minute,

A coLoreD swell—a black eye.—Hartford
Times.

Oxyoex Cure. Throat, lung, nervous dis
eases. Book free. Dr. Geppert.t.‘inclmu,o

e =
A cOMBINATION lock makes a very good
chest protector.— XN, Y. Picayune,
—_— ——
510k and billous-headache cured by Dr.
FPierce's ** Pellets.”
=vasds Sl S
Pexciis are sometimes lead, but the pen
has to bo driven.

cETTIs is cured by frequent small
duea of Piso’s Cure for (.onnu.mpti.nn.

Avwars has w pryor engagement—the
ovowbar,.—Tezas Siftings.
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Tae sweets of married life-shduld never
be kept in family jars.—Boston Fosf.

® & & & A disease of so delicate a nat.
thra should

w - terms, 10 ontl
or
hum:». N Y.

Waex does a man impose upon himself 1
When he taxes his memory.

A Bonrs TEroaT oB Covax, if suffered to
gngrm "often in an incurable

roat or lungtrouble. “Bron'l Bronehial
Troches" gi

ve instant Hef.

A pam of patent leathers and an old coat
shine in lety.— Washinglon Crilic.

Ir affticted with Bore Eyes
Thompson's EyeWater. m, ts sell li.ﬁo.

A rroMisiNe writer—the giver of a prom-
issory note,

$400 Lost

“Nine years ago I was sallvated and was undarthe
doctor's care seven years with mercurial rheums-
tlsm. Every Winter 1 was confined to my bed from
saven to nine weeks, snd whon out of bad I could
hardly walk. 1took bottle after bottle of medialne,
butthey did me no good. Two years ago, by mere
mecident, [ began to take Hood's and it
4id me 8o much good that I have sontinued to take
#t. Ihavetaken 18 bottles In two years, and have
got been laid up since. Idid not know what a well
day was until I took Hood's Sarsaparille.” Mrs A.
B MuAD, 85 Van Buren-st., Brooklyn, N. Y.

**1 will testify that this statement is correct and |
would have boen MO0 In pocket If Mra. Mead had
taken Hood's Sarsaparills nine years ago.” MEAD-
the buttar man, 839 Grand-st., B yn, N. Y.

N. B.—If you suffer from rheumatism, try the pe
culiar medicloe,

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Bold by all druggiste. §1; six for . Prepared only
by C.1. HOOD & 0O., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass,

100 Doses One Dollar

A Good Husi::‘ Teacher

WILL USE THE BEST

INSTRUCTION BOOKS.

There is no mistake about tho great

Richardson's.New Illinl for the Piancforte,

W - The favorite of thou.
Ssands l-unl:luﬂ! y times rev Tha
most correct of | books! Price Iﬂ-

Bince the sdvant of *

lent mum&;-hnum Eghthha% nmimgu Bl
New England Conservatory Method,

{(Price§3, or In parts, each SLGL) and

Peters’ Eclectic Piano School, ericess

g ed (it Aoy d o oy -
immensely, solely on its own merits.

Clarke's New Method.
a‘.‘ndﬂoﬁ-.wmnu ‘s Completa Hm
ther. Winner's Comple umw
'er ¥iolla. Listemann’'s Method..
ammer's
Guitar. Cnrtlu Maethod
rtiss Acme Method

HBanjo. %
Reﬂm Viell a’lm-
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USEFUL AND D SUGGESTIVE.

—~Baker's glngsﬁ:mde One pound of
flour; one guart of molasses; six ounces
of bum.r, one ounce of lud.a. and one
ounce of ginger.— Toledo Blade.

—A writer in a recent number of the
American Naturalist gives an sccount
of a swallow which set the broken leg
of one of its nestlings, and afterward
carefully bandaged it with horse hair.

—An ornamental pickle.—Boil fresh
eggs half an hour, then put them in
cold water. Boil red beets until ten-
der, peal and cutin dice form, and cov-
er with vinegar, spiced; shell the eggs
and drop into the pickle jar.—Ez-
shange.

—The American Dairyman says that
if we let a drop of fresh milk fall into
a glass of pure water; and the milk
promptly disseminates itself through
the water, the cow that yielded that
milk is not with calf; but if it sinks to
the bottom. she is.

—Well-conducted experiments in
beet-feeding, says Prof. Fear, of.the
Pennsylvania State College, are greatly
needed in this country. Farmers counld
realize from them what they lost by so
long neglecting a crop entering in the
rotation on all well-managed farms.

—Fixed wages for a “‘day's work" is
not the proper modeof contracting.
There is as much difference in a day’'s
work between individuals as in the
value of products of the farm. Nor can
any method be devised for determining
the value of a day’s workon a farm un-
til the labor has been performed.
Whenever work can be done by the
piece it shonid be the rule, though thi
can not well be the case on s farm.—Al-
bany Journal. /

—Sponge Biscuit: Beat the yolks of
twelve eggs for half an hour, then add
one and a half pounds of fine sifted
sugar, and beat it until it xises in bub
bles. Now beat the whites of twelve
eggs to a froth and mix them well with
the sugar and yolks. Then grate the
rind of two lemonsg, and work them in,
together with one pound of flour. Bake
in tin moulds, buttered, in a quick oven
for an hour. Before you put them in
the oven to bake, sift a little fine sugar
over them.—The Household.

—There can be no doubt that the
evil of endorsing notes has resulted in
the ruin of many good farmers. Young
men particularly should shun this prac-
tice. The responsibility is too great.
The endorsee assumes every responsi-
bility, yet he has no sharein the profits
of the business transaction, and no
voice in its management. He must
simply pay the full amount, if by means
of misfortune, mismanagement or ras.
cality the maker of the note can not
pay it. There is nothing to be made
but every thing to lose. The demands
of friendship- are great. but the duty
one owes to himself and those who are
dear to- him should never be over-
looked.—XN. ¥. Times.

NEW YORK STYLES,

Velvet Underskirts and Costly Striped Dress
Stuffs in High Fashion.

Velvet underskirts, both in silk, vel-
vet, corduroy and velveteen, are again
in highest fashion. This first skirt
is now mnot necessarily chosen
of the same color as the rest
of  the costume. Thus with a
day dress of dove-gray camel's hair
there is a skirt of rich golden-brown
velvet. The back breadth of the cam-
el's hair drapery falls in straight folds
nearly to the foot of the velvet skirt,
und is trimmed perpendicularly with
bands of canvas-patterned woolen
braid. On the right side the drapery
is continuous and is looped up, but on
the left side it is separated entirely, ex-
posing the velvet skirt, and with bands
of the braid set on each side from top
to bottom. The corsage, which is sep-
arate from the skirt, has two wide re-
vers of velvet like that of the under-
skirt, and within these revers are bands
of the woolen braid with a single row of
woolen lace each side, the scalloped
edges of which meet down the front,
forming a narrow plastron. A pretty
trimming on. the wrists of the sleeves
is arranged correspond with this
decoration.

In dre the demand for stripes
is still orwcm. Very beautiful
Lyons fabifts: of this description are
displayed in the windows of an im-
porter widely famed for the uncommon
richness and variety of his superb dress
materia Regal fabrics of velvet-em-

- jn are woven with alternate
stripes B plain silk plush eight and ten
inchesin width. One design shows a
g of palest canary-colored corded
silkY brocaded with arabesques in a
heavy raised design of mauve velvet,
with a stripe of plain mauve velvet al-
ternating. A white satin and gold-
brocade stripe upon another pattern al-
ternates with one of deep orange yellow
plush. A heavy black faille, striped
with a satin and velvet brocade on pale
chamois and a superb shade in Neapol-
itan cardinal. Some magnificent satin
brocades are also displayed, showing
designs of an exquisitly delicate tint,
on deep-toned grounds, some of which
copy the patterns of Henri Deux Guip-
ures to perfection. These lace-pattern
textilées are one of the features of the
season upon which many variations are
executed.— N. Y. Post.

TIMELY ADVICE.

Why Butter-Makers Should Cultivate a
Spirit of Independence.

Every farmoer who keeps three cows
or more can afford to go into the but-
ter business in a way to be at the head.
The bogus hutter-makers know how to
do the business to win. They dress
things up. They wear their best
clothes all the time. They use the
most attractive cologne or at least the
finest cut bottles. Here the farmeris
at fault; his wares are not made the
best, nor are they put up the best. The
eye is not pleased nor the olfactories.
The bogus man has the senses on his
side and he leaves the stomach to the
one who takes the hindmost. Thatis
not his business. He is after profits.
Well, the farmer must learn from *‘the
childven of light.” Hi:mn. and do
better than he does for lfmeself.

There are means now so easily at
hand to help in the production of the
best that it is not sensible to avail one’s
gelf of them. The first thing to pro-
vide is ice, unless one has the advan-
tuze of very cold water or an extra cold
butter-house or cellar. No water will
take the place of ice, nor any butter-
room. No system of setting will equal
the creamery for perfect handling of
the milk and cream and the quality of
the butter. Where a farmer has these
couveniences, he is master of the sito-
ation, and he can defy the bogus man
with all of his arts, and he can always
be ahead of those who follow old sys-
tems and pack butter in the old ways.
The age has run ahead of these good
people. The creamery has put butter-
making on a new basis. Wa must
move.—Our Connlry Home,
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